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SCENE - II
na and Ekam in the Matam.
The sun is up.
The light is full
To overflowing.
O Sadhu, your thoughts
Are anchored in piety.
Such is this holy soil.
You spoke of that boy, this morn.
You must study him,
See how he does his puja,
How he makes a linga
Diurnally under the Atthi's shade,
Once, twice or even three times;
How he circumambulates it,
And sihgs his hymns
So spiritually salubrious,
So metrical, so Vedic,
So pure like the homa-fire.
What a fair zone
He has wrought of that tree
That shade, that sand,
That bund of the river,
And the river itself.
By his syllables divine
He animates them with
His mintage of a single thought
Of kine-care.
Such is his Linga,
The one of pure sand
Reared on faith, hope and loveme. The women go to the temple.)otri turning husbandman.
